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THE  UNIVERSITY  STORE 


— ON  CAMPUS  — 
Where  Every  one  Meets 


Our  Friend , The  Indian 


The  American  Indian  received  the 
appellation  "Indian”  from  Columbus, 
who,  when  he  landed  in  the  good  old 
U.S.  of  A.  thought  he  was  in  India. 
I guess  we  know  how  smart  he  was. 
No  wonder  he  died  in  prison. 

The  Indians  didn't  take  long  to 
figure  out  just  what  Columbus’s  act 
was.  He  soon  became  known  as  "Ole 
CC”,  which  translated  roughly  means: 
Damn  fool,  he  thinks  he's  in  India." 

Due  to  the  affinity  Chris  had  for 
C&C,  many  people  found  out  about 
the  new  land  that  he  had  discovered, 
and  so,  because  of  Columbus’s  fat 
mouth  and  the  general  weakness  of 
the  Indian  Immigration  laws,  the 
place  shortly  became  lousy  with  Euro- 
peans. Oftentimes  a group  of  braves 
could  be  seen  standing  on  the  shore 
pelting  rocks  at  approaching  ships  and 
muttering  something  about  "Dirty 
Foreigners,”  and  "America  for  the 
Americans”.  Indians  are  rather  pos- 
sessive. 

Needless  to  say,  the  new  settlers 
(who,  by  the  way,  were  mostly  Dutch, 
English,  and  French — which  just 


goes  to  show  what  a blabber-mouth 
Columbus  really  was)  went  for  this 
country  in  a big  way  and  decided  to 
stay.  They  decided  to  live  in  complete 
peace  and  harmony  with  their  fellow 
countrymen,  the  Indians,  and  in  truth 
it  worked  out  pretty  well.  When  things 
really  got  tough  for  the  settlers,  the 
Indians  all  came  around  and  gave  them 
a hand  in  burying  the  dead  as  fast 
as  the  arrows  could  be  removed.  The 
settlers,  in  turn,  really  helped  out  the 
Indians  by  teaching  them  the  niceties 
of  European  life  such  as  making  real 
good  booze  and  how  to  throw  a binge. 
It  was  all  very  friendly. 

Both  the  Indians  and  the  settlers 
used  to  delight  in  playing  jokes  on 
each  other.  The  settlers’  favorite  was 
the  cannon  trick  which  actually  was 
a lot  of  fun.  A group  of  settlers  would 
stand  peering  into  the  muzzle  of  a 
large  cannon  until  an  Indian  happened 
by.  Then  they  would  start  "Oh”ing 
and  "Ah”ing  until  the  Indian  pushed 
his  way  through  the  mob  and  stuck 
his  head  into  the  muzzle  just  to  see 
what  it  was  all  about.  Hereupon,  one 


of  these  cards  would  skip  to  the  rear 
of  the  gun  and  ignite  it.  Hence  the 
expressions:  "Level-Headed  Indian' 

and  "Vanishing  American”.  After  this 
had  been  repeated  several  times  the 
Indians  grew  resentful.  As  one  of 
their  Chiefs  said  in  words  that  have 
become  immortal,  "Once,  big  laugh, 
but  let’s  not  overdo  it.” 

Despite  these  trivial  affairs,  nothing 
really  important  happened  until  some 
sub-committee  in  Washington  said, 
"Let’s  build  a cross  country  railroad!” 
Which  they  did. 

History  tends  to  be  vague  as  to  the 
exact  number  of  tracks  that  were  built, 
but  most  reports  indicate  that  there 
was  only  one.  This,  of  course  pre- 
sented some  problems,  but  a com- 
mittee was  set  up  to  investigate  it, 
and  they  all  got  re-elected,  so  every- 
one was  happy. 

The  Indians,  though,  were  realty 
delighted  by  the  one-track  system. 
They’d  watch  from  the  hills  until  two 
trains  approached,  dash  madly  back 
to  the  Reservation,  pack  little  box 
( continued  on  page  27 ) 
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THE  DRAKE 

Rooms  for  Parents 
Dining  Room 
Cocktail  Lounge 
Rathskellar 

VVe  Cater  to  Banquet  and 
Fraternity  Affairs 
COME  DOWN  AND  SEE  US 


Y a~Hoo  Queen 

Ya-Hoo  felt  that  no  issue  of  a humor  magazine  would 
be  complete  without  at  least  one  pin-up  picture  or  Queen. 
After  all,  we  argued,  Queens  are  generally  nice  people,  they 
generally  are  female,  even  the  Nose  Bowl  has  had  a Queen, 
and  besides  we’re  all  horny. 

Our  motion  was  approved  by  a rousing  majority  of  the 
staff  who  thought  that  girls  were  very  nice  indeed,  Queens 
or  no  Queens,  so  why  the  hell  didn’t  we  get  a couple  of 
them  down  to  the  office  some  night  and  . . . however,  that 
is  really  neither  here  nor  there. 

So  began  the  search  for  the  suitable  face  and  figure  to 
grace  the  pages  of  our  beloved  Ya-Hoo,  and  after  consult- 
ing back  issues  of  the  Index  we  thought  our  quest  was  very 
nearly  hopeless.  We  had  almost  given  up  hope  when  our 
ace  photographer,  Tom  Smith,  gleefully  appeared  on  the 
scene  with  the  .photo  that  now  appears  on  the  page  to  your 
right. 

The  face  and  form  belong  to  Jackie  Bourbonnais,  an 
eighteen  year  old  freshman  from  Granby,  Massachusetts. 
A Lib  Arts  student  majoring  in  Music,  Jackie  not  only 
looks  that  good,  but  also  is  talented  to  boot.  Presently  she 
is  singing  with  the  Fine  Arts  Singers,  the  freshman  choral 
group  formerly  known  as  the  Harmonaires.  Intelligence 
completes  the  trinity  of  ideals  for  this  nominee  for  the  title 
of  "Dream  Girl  ”,  and  if  you  don't  believe  us,  kindly  note 
the  fact  that  Jackie  was  also  a National  Honor  Society 
member  at  South  Hadley  High.  Incidentally,  she  was  also 
voted  the  Prettiest  and  Most  Popular  girl  in  her  graduating 
class  (as  if  we  had  to  tell  you).  Jackie  also  was  Captain  of 
the  Cheer  Leaders  as  well  as  being  a class  officer  for  several 
years. 

As  for  some  of  the  vital  statistics,  Jackie  is  5’2  ”,  weighs 
107,  has  dark  brown  eyes  and  dark  brown  hair.  Her  inter- 
ests range  ...  all  right,  go  ahead — take  another  look  . . . 
well,  her  interests  range  from  music  to  sports.  She  hates 
polkas  and  western  music,  loves  classical  and  progressive 
jazz.  As  for  the  sports,  she  loves  to  swim,  ski,  and  water 
ski. 

However,  probably  one  of  the  oddest  things  you  will 
discover  about  this  girl  is  that  she  was  the  winner  of  a 
Teen-age  Drivers  Rodeo  in  which  she  competed  against 
some  35  people  of  the  opposite  sex.  What  is  even  more  un- 
likely, the  first  campus  activity  in  which  Jackie  took  part 
was  to  drive  a truck  in  the  Float  Parade! 

There  doesn’t  seem  to  be  more  one  can  say  except  . . . 
WOW!!!! 
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J'hDAh  (RjuaPi 

Three  UM  co-eds,  class  of  ’57,  were 
sitting  disconsolately  on  the  benches 
along  the  wall,  at  a recent  dance  held 
in  the  Cage.  All  were  looking  for 
some  upper-classmen  that  weren't 
pinned  or  rushing  some  Freshman 
girl. 

Suddenly,  a cute  Freshman  boy, 
detached  himself  from  his  crew,  and 
casually  ambled  over,  obviously  re- 
hearsing his  line.  As  they  spoke  to 
him,  the  same  thought  flashed  through 
each  girl's  mind,  "He  thinks  we’re 
Freshmen."  Simultaneously  they  de- 
cided to  keep  their  age  a secret.  They 
carefully  avoided  any  references  to 
things  that  had  happened  in  the  past, 
and  luckily  the  Freshman  seemed  obli- 
vious to  any  indiscretions  that  they 
might  have  committed. 

Suddenly,  he  turned  to  a co-ed  sit- 


ting on  the  bench  and  said,  "Didn't 
I see  you  in  the  Dorm  skits  last 

week  ?” 

"No,”  she  answered  weakly,  "I’m 
not  a Freshman.” 

He  seemed  downcast  for  a moment, 
then  he  perked  up  a little  and  said, 
"Well,  Sophomores  aren’t  so  bad.” 

The  girls  looked  at  one  another  for 
a minute  or  so,  and  then  spoke  softly, 
"We’re  Juniors.” 

His  face  paled  visibly  and  he  quick- 
ly got  up  to  go,  but  they  pulled  him 
down  and  insisted  that  he  listen  to 
them.  They  told  him  that  after  all 
there  was  nothing  really  WRONG 
with  a Freshman  boy  taking  out  Up- 
perclass  girls.  As  he  walked  away 
slowly,  still  shaking  his  head,  they 
sighed  deeply  and  looked  out  at  the 
packed  dance  floor  of  Freshman  girls. 
Finally,  one  of  them  spoke  up,  and 
there  was  a note  of  desperation  in  her 
voice;  “Well,  maybe  they’ll  all  flunk 
out.” 


Qlsan  Qn  Body  . . . 

We  were  in  the  Cage  last  week  hap- 
pily watching  the  poor  souls  who  had 
yet  many  more  hours  to  curse  them- 
selves to  eternal  damnation  for  over- 
cutting when  they  were  underclassmen, 
when  we  decided  for  old  time’s  sake  to 
stop  into  the  locker  room  and  visit  for 
a while. 

We  strolled  in  quietly,  drinking  in 
the  sights  and  smells  with  the  air  of  a 
connoisseur,  when  a strange  scene  was 
enacted  before  our  eyes. 

A boy  walked  out  of  the  shower 
room  and  dripped  his  way  over  to  his 
locker  to  get  his  towel  which  for  some 
strange  reason  he  couldn’t  find.  He 
searched  the  aisle  high  and  low,  locker 
by  locker,  and  finally  in  a fit  of  rage 
screamed,  “WHERE  THE  HELL  IS 
MY  GODDAM  TOWEL?” 

It  was  then  that  a Phys.  Ed.  instruct- 
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or  standing  nearby,  walked  over  and 
said,  "Would  you  use  that  kind  of 
language  at  home,  boy?’’ 

"But  I live  in  a fraternity  house, 
Sir.  I come  from  a broken  home.” 

"Son,”  replied  the  instructor,”  "I 
don't  care  what  kind  of  a home  you 
come  from.  I don’t  know  who  you  are 
or  what  you  are,  but  that  kind  of 
language  is  foul  and  abusive,  it’s  just 
sheer  filthy,  that’s  all.  We  just  won't 
have  it  used  around  here,  boy,  it’s 
not  proper.” 

"Oh,  yessir,”  said  the  student  auto- 
matically. Then  his  eye  caught  sight 
of  something  atop  his  locker.  "Hey,” 
he  screamed  joyously,  “HERE’S  MY 
GODDAM  TOWEL.” 

Jh$  JhinqA  (j)&  (bid 
(tad  SummsiA  . . . 

The  other  day  in  the  Snack  Bar 
we  overheard  a well  traveled  senior 
(who  must  have  also  been  well 
heeled)  vehemently  airing  his  views 
on  summer  vacations  in  Europe. 
"Don’t  ever  go  within  one  hundred 
miles  of  Paris,’  he  declared  in  rolling 
tones,  "Don’t  even  try  to  leave  the 
ship  when  it  docks  in  France!  Paris 
is  a real  hole!” 

We  questioned  him  naively  as  to 
the  reasons  for  this  tirade  and  were 
rewarded  with  the  following  story. 

It  seems  that  he  had  only  a week 
to  spend  in  Paris,  and  upon  arriving 
set  off  down  the  Champs-Elysees  to 


see  what  he  could  see.  He  had  been 
walking  no  more  than  five  minutes 
when  a dark-haired  little  gamin  with 
more  curves  than  Route  Nine  slith- 
ered up  to  him  and  offered  her  arm. 
She  gave  no  more  explanation  for  her 
action  than  the  word  "Cheri.” 

Ten  minutes  later,  he  found  him- 
self seated  at  a sidewalk  cafe  table 
earnestly  trying  to  down  what  seemed 
to  be  a gallon  of  absinthe  and  at  the 
same  time  carry  on  a conversation  in 
French,  a language  he  had  never  tak- 
en the  trouble  to  master.  In  trying 
to  tell  her  all  about  the  glories  of  the 
United  States  he  hit  upon  college  as 
an  opening  gambit  for  the  conversa- 
tion, and  also  anything  that  might 
follow.  "J’et  ...  ah  ...  J’etude  a 
Universite  de  Massachusetts,  en  Am- 
herst, Massachusetts.” 


The  gamin  looked  at  him  warmly, 
wriggled  her  shoulders  in  surprise  and 
said  happily,  "No  joke!  Hey,  I go  to 
Smith.  I’ll  bet  we  have  lots  in  com- 
mon.” 

He  was  stuck  with  her  for  the 
entire  week. 

Sjuxxcaa  Stoty 

Just  the  other  day  we  were  passing 
through  the  Administration  Building 
and  we  couldn't  help  overhearing  the 
Assistant  Registrar  talking  to  a pros- 
pective freshman.  He  was  telling  him 
about  one  of  the  better  students  who 
had  trouble  with  one  of  his  courses 
and  made  good  in  spite  of  it. 

"Yes,  there  was  one  student,”  he 
( Continued  on  page  8) 
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( continued  from  page  7 ) 

said,  "Who  was  taking  pre-med 
courses  and  failed  miserably,  but  be- 
coming interested  in  physics  and  as- 
tronomy, decided  to  major  in  it,  and 
was  extremely  successful.  Today,  he 
is  doing  very  well.” 

"And  what  observatory  does  he 
work  at,  sir?”  inquired  the  w’ide-eyed 
boy. 

"Observatory,  hell,"  replied  the 
Assistant  Registrar,  "he’s  in  New 
York  selling  dark  glasses  when  there 
is  an  eclipse  of  the  sun.” 


JoptA  9n  CimhcAAi 

You're  the  top, 

You're  Grinnel  arena 
You're  the  top, 

You're  a Campus  Cleaner. 

You’re  a C store  bum, 

A curriculum  in  math, 

You're  a Rahar’s  lush, 

A beer  bust  thrush, 

A psy copath. 

You’re  the  end. 

You're  a Commons  cookie. 

You’re  the  most, 

You're  a football  bookie. 

I’m  stale  and  flat 
Like  an  empty  vat 
Of  breiv. 

But  baby,  if  I’m  Barsie’s 
You’re  the  "V ous” 


c tibsi  SmuuUi 

"Why  don't  you  have  a drinking 
fountain  upstairs?  That  one  doesn’t 
work!”  . . . 

"Why  don’t  we  go  down  to  the 
stacks  where  we  can  really  get  to  know 
each  other”  . . . 

"Hey,  has  that  cute  blond  little  doll 
shown  up  yet?  I can’t  stick  around  this 
place  all  night!”  . . . 

"Well,  what  was  the  assignment  for 
Ec.  26?”  . . . 

"Hey  you.  Lend  me  a pencil, 
willya?"  . . . 

"I  wanna  book.” 

DEAD  SILENCE 

"I  wanna  book." 

"Any  particular  book?” 

"Sure,  a liberry  book.  Ah  ...  a out- 
side reading  liberry  book  ...  in  His- 
tory.” 

"Which  History?”  ■ 

"Ahhh  . . . History  for  Freshman 
...  6,  I think  . . . sompen  like 
that  ...” 

"Well,  what’s  the  name  of  the 
book?” 

"Jeez,  I really  dunno  . . . we  gotta 
read  tree  chapters  init  for  Friday  cuz 
we  gotta  quiz  an  ... 

"Do  you  know  the  name  of  the 
author?” 

"Weelll,  not  zacktly  ...  I think 
maybe  it  begins  with  an  "R”,  or  maybe 
it  was  an  "L”  . . . Although  it  might 
have  been  a "W” — that  darn  charac- 
ter talks  so  much  I can’t  listen  to 
everything  he  says  ...” 

"Maybe  it’s  Ferguson  and  ...” 
"That’s  IT!” 


(jJkahi  J/zlc 

There  have  been  many  types  and 
shapes  of  animals  on  the  campus  of 
the  University  for  the  past  few  years, 
but  few,  if  any,  ever  attracted  the  at- 
tention that  a whale  did.  The  whale, 
a 35-foot  nightmare  built  by  Alpha 
Epsilon  Pi  for  the  Homecoming  Float 
Parade,  made  its  first  appearance  on 
the  morning  just  prior  to  the  Rhode 
Island  debacle. 

It  easily  took  first  place  in  the  pa- 
rade by  the  simple  expedient  of  swal- 
lowing all  the  judges  and  making  pas- 
sionate overtures  to  a professor  in  the 
English  department  who  shall  remain 
nameless. 

It  next  appeared  in  the  College 
Pond  where  it  wallowed  happily  for 
a few  days,  gleefully  devouring  the 
dead  green  algae.  However,  when 
asked  to  fulfill  its  social  obligations  on 
campus,  it  responded  by  having  break- 
fast with  Sigma  Kappa,  lunch  with 
Alpha  Gamma  Rho,  and  Dinner  with 
more  sororities  and  fraternities  than 
you  could  shake  a harpoon  at. 

Rumor  has  it  that  the  whale  finally 
disappeared  in  a puff  of  smoke,  but 
according  to  latest  reports  from  Ya- 
Hoo’s  foreign  correspondents,  it  was 
last  seen  slowly  beating  its  way  around 
Cape  Horn  muttering  something  about 
wise  guys  in  English  26. 

"Well,  that’s  a text  book.  The  only 
place  you  can  get  it  is  in  the  Book- 
store.” 

"What?  You  mean  I gotta  buy  it? 
Of  all  the  . . . ” 


Ya-Hoo 


John , Mary , and  Stephen 

Since  the  last  publication  of  YaHoo  we  have  received  many  complaints  that  some  of  our  material  was  too  hard  to 
read . On  one  occasion  we  were  even  accused  of  going  literary.  It  was  felt  by  the  editors  that  perhaps  the  magazine  was 
not  fulfilling  its  mission  on  campus.  An  effort  was  made  to  come  up  with  at  least  one  article  written  in  a more  simple, 
direct  style,  but  as  our  staff  writers  are  all  lovers  of  good  old  fashioned  RAUNCH.  it  was  necessary  to  get  the  material 
from  some  other  source.  It  was  for  this  reason  that  the  following  work  (author  unknown)  was  stolen  from  the  Quar- 
tkrly  pies.  It  hadn't  been  finished,  but  this,  we  feel,  is  part  of  its  charm,  and  have  printed  it  just  as  it  came  to  us.  The 
missing  part  must  have  been  dull,  anyway. — ED. 


Johnny  is  a little  boy.  He  is  five  years  old.  He  has  a dog.  The  diog’s  name  is  Stephen.  Stephen  is  a little  dog.  He  is  white.  Sometimes 
he  is  gray.  Johnny  likes  to  run  and  play.  Stephen  likes  to  run  and  play  with  Johnny.  See  them  run  and  play  together.  See  Johnny  kick 

Stephen  in  the  head.  See  Stephen  take  a bite  of  Johnny's  leg.  They  are  good  friends. 

Mary  lives  next  door  to  Johnny.  She  lives  in  the  big  white  house.  She  lives  there  with  her  mother.  Her  mother  is  never 
home.  Sometimes  Johnny  goes  to  the  big  white  house  to  play  with  Mary.  He  always  leaves  Stephen  home.  Stephen 
gets  mad  and  barks.  Sometimes  he  bites  Johnny’s  Mother  on  the  leg.  If  Johnny  catches  Stephen  he  will  cut  out  his 
liver. 

Here  come  Johnny  and  Mary  now.  They  are  laughing  and  singing.  They  are 
playing  and  having  fun.  He  is  mad.  If  I couldn't  go  to  Mary's  house  sometimes  I'd 

be  mad  too.  Hear  Stephen  bark.  Hear  Johnny’s  mother  scream. 
Johnny  and  Mary  don't  go  to  the  big  white  house.  They  go  to  the 

big  red  barn.  Oh  boy,  I’ll  bet  they’re  going  to 
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Across  The  Street 

And  Into  The  C- Store 


It  was  warm  and  pleasant  and  the  kind  of  day  that 
makes  everyone  want  to  cut  classes.  And  it  was  ten  o’clock. 
Atkins  walked  slowly  down  the  steps  of  Old  Chapel  and 
thought  about  the  warmth  and  pleasantness.  Just  ahead  of 
him  was  the  girl  from  the  Psych  class.  She  was  walking 
toward  the  C-Store.  He  fell  into  step  behind  her,  noticing 
the  swing  of  her  hips  and  the  fact  that  her  hair  was  golden. 

"1  love  you,”  he  said  as  he  drew  up  beside  her,  "shall 
we  go  to  the  C-Store?” 

"Let’s  not  talk  about  anything,  shall  we?"  she  an- 
swered taking  his  arm. 

He  smiled  revealing  where  one  of  his  front  teeth  had 
been  knocked  out  in  the  street  fight  in  Tunisia  with  the 
British  sailor  whose  girl  he  had  taken  away  after  buying 
her  a drink  with  his  mustering-out  pay  from  the  artillery. 
She  smiled  and  clutched  his  arm  tighter  leaving  the  im- 
prints of  her  fingers  on  his  forearm  and  making  him 
wince. 

"Am  I hurting  you?”  she  asked. 

'-UPP-G-U&D  TO  MG- 
OU  w/A v tAOMGr, 
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"No,”  he  answered,  "but  let’s  not  talk  about  anything, 
shall  we?” 

"No,”  she  answered,  "shall  we  go  to  the  C-Store?” 

They  went  up  the  steep  steps  of  the  C-Store  where 
countless  students  had  left  something  to  remember  them 
by  on  the  walls;  there  were  inscribed  names,  hearts,  and 
pornographic  limericks.  They  stopped  and  hand-in-hand 
read  a few  of  the  limericks.  Then  they  went  inside. 

Boccaccio,  the  maitre-d  hotel,  greeted  them  at  the  door, 
looking  greasy  in  his  chartreuse  dinner  jacket.  Boccaccio 
was  a young  man,  but  he  looked  old,  because  he  had 
fought  in  the  Great  Wars  and  had  been  wounded  at  Ther- 
mopylae, but  his  eyes  still  sparkled  when  he  saw  a pretty 
girl,  and  he  could  still  swim  a 60-second  hundred  yard 
freestyle  with  a handicap  against  the  boys  of  the  village. 
Boccaccio  showed  them  to  a table  and  took  their  order  for 
coffee. 

"He  is  a young  man,"  said  Atkins,  "but  he  looks  old 
because  he  has  fought  in  the  Great  Wars  and  has  been 
wounded  at  Thermopylae." 

’Yes,"  she  said,  "but  here  comes  Boccaccio  with  the 
banderilla.” 

"Join  us  at  our  table,"  said  Atkins  to  Boccaccio  as  he 
jabbed  him  with  the  banderilla,  "we  are  not  talking  about 
anything.” 

"Yes,”  said  Boccaccio,  "you  are  a good  friend,  and 
the  young  lady  with  the  golden  hair  is  beautiful  and  I 
like  the  swing  of  her  hips.” 

"I  love  you,”  said  Atkins  to  the  girl  with  the  golden 
hair  and  the  swinging  hips  as  they  crawled  under  the 
table,  "should  we  talk  about  that  or  just  not  talk  about 
anything?" 

"Let’s  not  talk  about  anything,”  she  answered  as  she 
took  the  combs  out  of  her  hair  and  the  blanket  from  her 
handbag  and  spread  it  out  on  the  floor. 

It  was  warm  and  pleasant  and  the  kind  of  day  that 
makes  everyone  want  to  cut  classes.  Boccaccio  sat  on  the 
floor  and  began  jabbing  Atkins  in  the  small  of  the  back 
with  his  switch  knife.  Atkins  smiled,  they  were  old  friends. 

Boccaccio  said,  "Comrade,  do  you  remember  the  time 
we  killed  the  guard,  broke  into  the  storeroom,  threw  the 
Ditto  paper  all  over  the  floor  and  then  drank  printer’s  ink 
until  the  militia  arrived?"  It  was  a joke  they  had  between 
them. 

"Yes,  I remember,”  said  Atkins,  they  were  very  good 
friends. 
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"And  then  there  was  the  time  we  went  fishing  and 
caught  the  huge  sword  fish  and  those  damn  sharks  ate  him 
before  we  could  get  to  shore  and  we  fell  asleep  dreaming 
of  lions,”  said  Boccaccio  wistfully. 

"Yes,  I remember,”  said  Atkins  from  under  the  blan- 
ket, they  were  damn  good  friends. 

'"Let’s  not  talk  about  anything,”  said  the  girl  quietly. 

'"But  most  of  all  I remember  when  we  were  in  the 
cabin  in  the  mountains  in  the  winter  and  it  was  snowing 
and  the  deserter  from  the  army  came  to  the  cabin  and  his 
feet  were  bleeding  and  we  gave  him  socks  and  boots  and 
halvah  and  when  the  gendarme  came  we  kept  him  talking 
until  the  snow  covered  the  deserter’s  tracks,”  continued 
Boccaccio  wistfully  as  all  hell. 

"Yes,  I remember  that  too,”  said  Atkins  from  under 
the  blanket.  He  reached  out  his  arm  and  took  the  switch 
knife  away  from  Boccaccio  because  the  small  of  his  back 
was  bleeding  and  spoiling  the  warm,  pleasant  day. 

'I  love  you,”  said  the  girl,  '"but  let’s  not  talk  about 
anything.” 

Do  you  remember,”  said  Boccaccio  . . . 


"Yes,  dammit,  I remember,”  said  Atkins.  He  and 
Boccaccio  were  old  friends,  and  he  prodded  his  friend 
playfully  in  the  abdomen  with  the  switch  knife. 

"I  love  you,”  said  the  girl  from  under  the  blanket. 

"I  love  you  too,  but  let’s  not  talk  about  anything  now,” 
answered  Atkins. 

Boccaccio  looked  up  and  saw  Atkins  and  the  girl  walk- 
ing hand-in-hand  down  the  stairs  and  looking  at  the  porno- 
graphic limericks  and  smiling.  "Come  back  tomorrow,” 
he  said,  "and  we  can  talk  about  the  days  when  I was  young 
and  fought  in  the  Great  War  and  was  wounded  at  Thermo- 
pylae, comrade.” 

"I  will  come  back,  paisan,”  said  Atkins,  "but  let’s  not 
talk  about  anything.” 

Atkins  walked  out  into  the  warm  and  pleasant  day- 
light and  thought  about  the  time  they  had  killed  the  guard 
and  broke  into  the  storeroom,  threw  the  Ditto  paper  all 
over  the  floor,  and  then  drank  printer’s  ink  until  the  mil- 
itia arrived.  He  turned  and  walked  toward  the  Library, 
and  he  was  dreaming  of  lions. 

— by  Pete  Stoler 
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He  keeps  the  wheels  turning  on  Campus. 
Oh  see  the  wheels  turning.  The  BMOC 
knows  everybody.  He  can  call  the  Dean 
BOB.  Not  many  people  can  cal!  the  Dean 
BOB.  The  BMOC  is  really  very  unhappy 
though.  He  is  flunking  all  his  courses. 


a 

To 

0<f 
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This  is  a Student.  The  Student  makes 
good  marks.  He  also  understands  the  new 
marking  system.  No  one  ever  sees  the  Stu- 
dent. The  Student  lives  alone  so  he  can 
devote  more  time  to  understanding  the  mark- 
ing system.  This  is  bad.  because  when  a 
Student  hangs  himself  in  bis  room  it  takes 
a week  before  somebody  misses  him.  Then 
it  is  usually  too  late. 


This  is  the  Man  In  The  Cage.  Everybody  is 
afraid  of  The  Man  In  The  Cage.  That  is  why 
h;  is  in  the  cage.  The  Man  In  The  Cage  takes 
all  the  dirty  smelly  athletic  equipment  from  the 
Freshmen.  He  also  gives  dirty  smelly  athletic 
equipment  to  the  Sophomores.  Sometimes  a 
Sophomore  complains.  That  is  why  there  are 
so  many  Juniors  taking  Phys  Ed. 


This  is  an  Athlete.  The  Athlete  knows  the  Man  In  The  Cage. 
He  can  call  him  ST om.  I wish  l could  cal!  the  Man  In  The  Cage 
Tom.  The  Athlete  does  not  own  clothes.  He  wears  dirty  smelly 
athletic  equipment  all  the  time.  Do  you  wish  you  were  an 
Athlete? 


This  is  a Janitor.  No  one  knows  what  the 
Janitor  does.  Some  people  say  that  in  good 
weather  the  Janitor  stands  outside  the  door  to 
make  sure  it  Junctions  properly.  In  had  weather 
he  stands  inside  the  door  to  make  sure  it  Junc- 
tions properly.  Do  you  know  what  the  Janitor 
dots? 


This  is  an  ROTC  Advanced  Cadet.  The  ROTC  Ad- 
vanced Cadets  are  the  Future  Protectors  oj  our  Nation. 
Freshmen,  Sophomores  and  Juniors  laugh  at  the  ROTC 
Advanced  Cadet.  They  say  he  is  Cung  Ho.  Seniors  cry 
when  they  see  an  ROTC  Advanced  Cadet.  . . The 
ROTC  Advanced  Cadet  will  be  a Lieutenant  when  he 
graduates.  More  Lieutenants  are  killed  than  anyone  else. 


of  his  students  will  read  a hook.  Then  where  will  the  Pro- 
fessor he?  He  is  safe  for  a tong  long  time,  though. 


THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  R.O.T.C 


(A  few  of  you  more  ardent  readers 
may  well  remember  in  last  year’s  in- 
itial issue  we  paid  a momentous  tribute 
to  CAPTAIN  FLIGH  of  the  Air 
Force.  Soon  after  this  earth-shaking 
work  hit  the  stands  we  found  our- 
selves being  literally  pelted  with  sug- 
gestions as  to  future  offerings.  Thus  it 
is  that  we.  bowing  to  popular  demand 
and  giving  credit  where  credit  is  due , 
proudly  present  MR.  ARMOR.) 

In  June  of  the  year  1915  a young 
German  immigrant  first  set  foot  on 
American  soil.  He  was  confused  and 
disillusioned,  and  wandered  dejectedly 
in  search  of  employment.  All  his 
efforts  were  futile,  however,  and  we 
most  likely  would  never  have  heard 
of  him  again  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  an 
alert  recruiting  sergeant  who,  observ- 
ing him  crawling  under  cafe  tables 
in  search  of  stray  wads  of  gum,  recog- 
nized potential  officer  material  and 
signed  him  on  the  spot.  It  is  now 
three  years  later.  We  find  him  as  a 
captain,  seated  on  the  Pentagon  steps 
playing  with  a warrant  officer.  Enter 
a messenger. 


MESSENGER:  Captain  Adolph,  sir  . . 
CAPT. : Geddout,  schwein ! Mein  turn, 
Mister.  Vun,  two  tree  O'Leary  . . . fife 
und  six.  I vin!  You  only  got  . . . 
MSNGR.:  Sir,  the  Major  wants  you! 
CAPT.:  So  I’m  coming  already!  Vatch 
der  varrant  poy  for  me.  As  far  as  I 
could  t’row  der  tank  I vouldn’t  trust 
him ! Maybe  I should  have  stood  in 
Deutchland.  Here  I am,  der  best  paper- 
hanger  hen  der  business  und  I haff 
to  jump  for  a major!  If  joost  vunce 
he'd  get  off  his  big  fat . . . Ach,  here’s 
der  door. 

MAJOR:  Ah  Captain,  come  in  quick- 
ly! I’m  afraid  we’ve  a great  problem 
on  our  hands! 

CAPT.:  Yah? 

MAJOR:  The  General  just  left  in  a 
rage!  News  has  heached  him  that  an 
entire  company,  249  second  lieutenants 
and  a private,  was  just  wiped  out!  He’s 
furious!  Privates  are  hard  to  get 
these  days! 

CAPT.:  Veil,  vhy  don’t  ve  replace 
der  privates  mit  all  lieutenants? 
MAJOR:  Who’d  want  to  be  a.... 
you  think  there’s  a chance? 


CAPT.:  Ja,  ve  get  dem  in  college, 
veld  dem  into  vun  big  target ....  I 
mean  unit! 

MAJOR:  How? 

CAPT.:  Veil,  first  off  ve  get  dem  to 
dress  alike,  and  right  avay  ve  crush 
individuality! 

MAJOR:  Magnificent! 

CAPT.:  Ve  gif  dem  all  shlimy  brown 
uniforms  so  ven  ve  kick  dem  in  der 
mud  it  von’t  show! 

MAJOR:  Fine!  That'll  mold  char- 
acter. 

CAPT.:  Ja,  und  efry  morning  dey  line 
up,  und  den  I valk  down  der  row  und 
pull  vun  out.  ’Dumkopf!’  I yell,  'No 
shafe!’  Und  I take  oudt  mein  Luger 
und  SCHMASH  across  der  face,  den 
SCHMASH  across  der  udder  side! 
Den  I hold  der  muzzle  at  der  temples 
und  . . . 

MAJOR:  Captain,  please!  These  men 
will  one  day  be  officers!  We  must  re- 
spect them! 

CAPT.:  Ja,  dot’s  right.  Vhat  off  in- 
stead of  holding  der  Luger  at  der 
temples  I joost  kick  him  a liddle? 
MAJOR:  That  would  be  MUCH 
better!  After  all,  we’re  trying  to  help 
them. 

CAPT.:  Sure  ve  are!  Veil  anyvay,  I 
lief  him  und  valk  furder  down  der 
line.  'Pig  uf  a pig!’  I schream,  pulling 
anodder  vun  oudt,  'No  name  tag! 
Who  could  tell  who  you  are  mitout 
der  name  tag?’  Und  den  I kick  him  in 
der  stomach,  und  ven  he  bends  ofer 
down  come  der  hands  mit  giffen  der 
rabbit  punches! 

MAJOR:  Someday  he’ll  thank  you 
for  that! 

CAPT.:  Ja,  if  he  could  talk.  Den  I 
take  oudt  mine  Luger  und  hold  it  at 
der  temples  und  . . . 

MAJOR:  No,  Captain.  Well  need 
him  someday. 

CAPT.:  Veil,  den  I joost  kick  him  a 
liddle  more. 

MAJOR:  Fine!  Should  everyone  take 
this  course? 
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CAPT. : Ja,  mitoudt  exceptions!  Und 
if  dey  get  sick  and  fall  down  I run 
ofer  mit  mine  Luger  und  I . . . 
MAJOR:  Potential  soldiers  and  tax- 
payers ! 

CAPT.:  Und  I put  avay  mine  Luger 
und  I help  dem  up. 

MAJOR:  Good!  Now  will  this  course 
be  held  every  day? 

CAPT.:  Oh  ja,  efery  day!  Dey  come 
und  line  up  und  ve  say,  'Joost  von- 
dered  if  you  had  der  name  tags  und 
der  patches.  You  can  go  now.’  Den 
ve  listen,  and  if  anybody  says  some- 
thing I run  ofer  und  take  oudt  mine 
Luger . . . 

MAJOR:  I said  'No  Luger!' 

CAPT.:  Vhat  if  I joost  use  der  blanks 
for  powder  burns  at  der  close  range? 
MAJOR:  Well,  well  see.  Where 

should  we  hold  these  classes? 

CAPT.:  In  der  stables  vhere  der  vips 
und  branding  irons  vould  be  handy. 
MAJOR:  Good  thinking!  I’ll  make 
colonel  for  this! 

CAPT.:  Ja,  und  don't  forget  der  keep- 
ing late  part  so  dey  couldn’t  reach 
der  odder  classes  on  time. 

MAJOR:  Oops,  almost  forgot  that! 
When  do  you  think  we  should  have 
these  classes? 

CAPT.:  Real  early,  mit  der  roosters! 
Dot  vay,  no  vun  vill  be  on  time,  und 
when  dey  come  in  all  late  und  shloppy 
ve  gif  demerits.  Vhen  dey  get  tventy- 
vun  demerits  dey  come  to  me  und  I 
take  oudt  mine  Luger  und  . . . 
MAJOR:  I think  I'll  go  along  with 
you  there,  Captain.  After  all,  we  don’t 
want  to  be  too  soft  on  them. 

CAPT.:  You  mean  it?  Oh,  happy  day! 
I joost  got  some  new  armor-piercing 
slugs  vot  blow  up  vhen  dey  hit!  Oh, 
dey  make  a beautiful  mess! 

MAJOR:  I thought  that  would  please 
you.  Now  what  shall  we  call  this 
course? 

CAPT.:  Veil,  eferyvun  must  think  it’s 
a big  deal,  so  we  call  it  'Der  Campus 
Reich.’ 

MAJOR:  Well,  in  good  English  that 
would  be  'Reich  Of  The  Campus.’ 
CAPT.:  Alvays  der  showoffs. 
MAJOR:  At  any  rate,  I’m  sure  to  get 
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a promotion  when  the  general  sees 
this! 

CAPT.:  Und  vat  aboudt  me? 
MAJOR:  I'm  sorry,  Captain,  but  I 
need  this  promotion,  and  . . . What 
are  you  doing! 

CAPT.:  I’m  taking  oudt  mine  luger. 
MAJOR:  No! 

CAPT.:  Und  I’m  aiming  at  der 

temples  . . . 

MAJOR:  NO! 

:}:  :J< 

And  so,  shortly  after  this  final 
scene,  Captain  Adolph  boarded  a 
plane,  one  way,  to  his  native  Ger- 
many. He  was  said  to  have  been 
mumbling  something  about  " Finding 
mein  own  army,”  but  this  has  never 
been  proved.  We  have  heard  no  more 
of  Captain  Adolph  since  his  arrival 
home,  but  we  can  feel  assured  that 


whatever  he  has  done  since  then,  it 
has  been  in  the  best  traditions  of 
the  ROTC. 

— by  Ed  McManus 


A lady  was  seated  with  her  little 
girl  in  a railway  car  when  a frowzy- 
looking  fellow  entered  the  compart- 
ment. 

A few  minutes  before  the  train 
started,  the  lady,  seeing  that  she  would 
have  to  travel  with  an  undesirable 
companion,  thought  of  an  excuse  to 
rid  herself  of  him.  Leaning  forward, 
she  said,  "I  ought  to  tell  you,  my 
girl  is  just  getting  over  an  attack  of 
scarlet  fever,  and  perhaps  . . .” 

"Oh,  don't  worry  about  me,  mad- 
am," interrupted  the  man.  I’m  com- 
mitting suicide  at  the  first  tunnel  any- 
way.” 
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RUSSELL’S  PACKAGE  STORE 


Complete  Party  Headquarters 
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Elegies  In  A Gray  Churchyard 


"DO  IT  YOURSELF” 


ON  AUNTS  AND  ANTS 


Just  a book  on  the  shelf 

I 

Why  should  l pay  cold  hard  cash 

for  distilled  Old  Malt  and  barley 
mash? 

follow  me  down  the  stairs  to  the 
right, 

And  I'll  show  you  where  I spent  many 
a night 

Stirring  moonshine,  and  feeling  so 
bright 

That  1 surely  outshine  the  dawn's  early 
light. 

II 


Henry  Gannt 
looked  like  an  Ant. 

He  had  three  Aunts 

Who  said;  "Could  we  be  ants 

Instead  of  Aunts, 

You  should  hear  Gannt’ s 

Aunts 

Kant. 

One  day  Henry  Gannt 
Did  pant, 

"My  you  are  mighty  red  Aunts." 
Thinking  he  said  Ants 
Not  Aunts. 

They  calmly  did  away  xvith  Henry 
Gannt  . . . 


A food  bill  xve  no  longer  see 

Since  Mom  said,  "Well,  Glory  be! 

Today  Mr.  Geezer  came  to  call 

and  I sealed  him  inside  the  kitchen 
wall. 

He  will  keep,  stashed  behind  the 
freezer, 

Note  for  supper  we  can  rip  off  a 
piece  of  Geezer.” 

Ill 

Sonny  has  a rather  cute  thing, 

Replica  of  the  chair  at  Sing  Sing. 

Daughter's  so  happy  xvith  her  Bowie 
knife — 

Today  she  stabbed  my  best  friend’s 
xvife. 

The  quick-sand  pile  down  in  the  cellar 

Is  the  pride  and  joy  of  my  youngest 
feller. 


IV 

Alas  and  alack,  how  1 repent 

for  xvhat  I thought  those  three  words 
meant. 

Now,  my  xvife  this  book  did  read  . . . 

She  sharpens  that  knife  xvith  mighty 
speed! 

For  it’s  almost  six  and  supper  is  due, 

And  tonight  xve  are  having  Daddy 
stexv! 


O'* 


MEMORIES 

I 

Put  up  all  the  decoration, 

Today1  s the  day  of  Dad’s  cremation. 
For  at  four  our  worries  expire, 

W hen  they  set  his  remains  afire. 

II 

W e had  a party  for  Dad — me  and 
you. 

But  when  we  finished,  there  xvas  just 
us  two. 

Remember  when  xve  had  to  decide, 
Whether  to  use  arsenic  or  cyanide? 
The  xvay  I had  to  keep  you  from 
trying 

To  stotnp  on  his  face  while  he  was 
dying? 

Or  the  time  you  had  in  holding  me 
back 

So  at  his  skull  I xvould  not  hack? 

III 

Come  oxx,  now,  put  on  your  best  grin 
And  go  and  get  another  shot  of  gin. 
Soon  at  bis  pyre  we’ll  finish  our  joke 
And  cheer  as  Daddy  goes  up  in  smoke. 


A young  man  natned  Clifford  Hood 
Proved  to  all  that  he  could 
Become  President  of  the  U.S.  Steel  by 
rising  through  the  ranks 
By  hard  xvork  and  having  a father  xvho 
xvas  President  of  several  Banks. 


There  xvas  a young  lady  named  Myrtle, 
Who  one  day  began  to  turn  purple. 
The  doctors  consulted  and  debated 
And  decided  she'd  been  ultraviolated . 

— by  Robert  Shaftan 
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The  New 

Country  Belle  Motel 

DELUXE  ACCOMMODATIONS 
Rte.  9 in  Hadley 

Only  2 Miles  from  Amherst 


Letter  from  the  Navy 

Dear  Ya-Hoo, 

So  now  I’m  in  the  navy  (yes,  our  navy),  and  I’m  pro- 
tecting something  or  other,  but  nobody  has  been  boorish 
enough  to  mention  just  what  as  yet.  Naturally  I’m  winter- 
ing in  Florida,  which  is  the  only  sensible  place  to  be,  at 
one  of  the  South’s  finest  country  clubs  (i.e.  Naval  Air  Sta- 
tion, Jacksonville).  I’ve  been  going  to  some  school  for  the 
last  five  weeks,  the  purpose  for  which  I have  yet  to  dis- 
cover. We  learn  all  sorts  of  interesting  things,  such  as: 
( 1 ) The  fuselage  of  a seaplane  has  either  a Pratt  truss  or  a 
Warren  truss.  It  kind  of  scares  you  to  think  that  a plane 
of  ours  should  need  support  like  that.  Or,  (2)  the  navy  has 
all  sorts  of  air  stations  from  Point  Barrow,  Alaska  to  Little 
America,  Antartica,  anyone  of  which  I could  end  up  at.  Or, 
(3)  history  proves  beyond  any  doubt  that  every  war  since 
Nebuchadnezzar  stormed  the  Bastille  has  been  won  by  sea 
power. 

A few  of  us  culture  seekers  took  a short  tour  of  Florida 
last  weekend.  We  went  to  Daytona  Beach,  which  was  nice, 
except  we  saw  a lady  being  pushed  down  the  main  street 
in  a wheelchair  and  we  figured  if  she  could  take  the  pace 
it  was  no  place  for  us.  Then  we  struck  north  for  St.  Aug- 
ustine which  has  the  oldest  everything  in  the  United  States, 
including  jokes,  women,  and  erfglatzes.  Some  guy  with 
wristwatches  up  to  his  adam’s  apple  tried  to  sell  us  one.  If 
we  bought  a dozen,  (so  he  said)  we  could  have  cornered 
the  world  market  and  positively  crippled  the  Abbysinian 
erfglatz  industry.  We  didn’t  have  the  necessary  $2.98,  so 
lost  out  on  what  appeared  to  be  a fool-proof  financial  ad- 
venture. 

The  thing  that  reminds  me  of  school  most  is  Friday 
afternoon.  You  really  have  to  be  on  your  toes  to  find  some- 
body sober  after  five  o’clock.  On  the  other  hand  you  have 
to  be  on  your  back  under  a table  to  find  anyone  anywhere 
after  five  o’clock.  But  you  meet  some  rather  interesting  peo- 
ple down  here.  Take,  for  instance,  the  afternoon  I was  par- 
ing my  toenails  with  a broken  martini  glass.  Some  luscious 
doll  with  the  unlikely  name  of  Helen  Courtis  crawled  by 
asking  me  if  I'd  spotted  her  garters  anywhere.  I guess  she 
said  it  too  loud,  because  pretty  soon  all  3,856,734  people 
in  the  room  from  the  admiral  on  down  were  on  their  hands 
and  knees  looking  for  Helen's  garters.  They  never  turned 
up,  but  then  again  I never  saw  Helen  reappear  either. 

I hopped  over  to  Pensacola  in  a little  beat  up  old 
navy  hellcat — just  a palsied  pilot  and  me — to  visit  Dave 
Ganz  (Ya-Hoo  business  manager,  ’55)  who  has  one  foot 
in  the  grave  at  Marine  flight  school.  He  told  me  he  was 
enjoying  it  very  much.  He  looks  good  with  his  white  hair, 
too. 

I have  to  go  now.  I'm  scheduled  for  a field  trip  on 
some  patrol  bomber — very  academic.  Give  my  love  to  the 
boys  at  Pi  and  any  other  friends  that  I might  have,  and  tell 
the  Kappas  to  stop  in  on  their  way  down  to  Bermuda. 

Bunshoft 
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CORNEILIUS’  PAGE 


Air.  Corneilius  is  one  of  the  more 
widely  traveled  members  of  our  staff 
having  recently  completed  an  exten- 
sive tour  of  Hamlin  House.  He  is 
at  present  an  English  Major  specializ- 
ing in  rectangles. 


Thoughts  On  The  Realitivity 
Of  John  And  Jill 

John  and  Jill 
Climbed  a prismatic  hill, 

In  quest  of  mellifluous  water, 

John,  so  ’tis  said. 

Fell  on  his  square  head, 

And  Jill  strode  cubistically  after. 


How  Modern  Men 
Fall  Off  Walls 


On  the  wall 
Crowning  wisdom 
Sat  the  Modern  Man 
Humpty  called  Dumpty 

He  screamed,  "Sovereignless  world! 
"I  am  supreme!” 

He  fell 
Off  the  wall 

The  king,  flag  unfurled 

Came  with  other  Modern  Men 

To  reassemble  the  broken  truth 

Before  him 

He 

could 

not 


The  Ancient  Maternal 
Beknown  To  All  As  Hubbard 

The  Ancient  termed  "Hubbard” 

Reeled  o’er  to  her  cupboard, 

To  secure  her  true  canine  a femur, 

But  there  in  its  place 

Was  the  voidness  of  space, 

And  the  angered  hound  took  a keen  chunk 
Out  of  the  Mailman’s  pentagonal  stalk. 

— E.  Corneilius  McManus  ’59 
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Circuit  Court  of  Appeals  . . . 


It  was  night.  I stood  there  silently, 
watching  the  city  as  it  was  revealed  in 
the  pale  cold  moonlight.  I just  stood 
there  and  gazed  for  several  minutes, 
dragging  on  my  Lucky  and  thinking 
about  the  city. 

How  beautiful  it  looked,  lying  out 


there  like  a sleeping  woman.  The  city 
always  reminds  me  of  a sleeping  wom- 
an. As  a matter  of  fact,  even  a cup  of 
coffee  reminds  me  of  a sleeping  wom- 
an. I can’t  help  it,  I just  like  to  think 
about  sleeping  women. 

I dragged  long  and  hard  on  the 


Lucky  feeling  it  bite  deep  and  hard  in- 
to my  throat,  and  tearing  its  way  down 
into  my  gut.  The  damn  thing  nearly 
killed  me!  Who  wants  a cigarette  that 
tears  up  your  guts?  No  wonder  I’ve 
got  an  ulcer. 

I flipped  the  butt  away  feeling  hot 
and  dizzy  and  nauseous.  I staggered 
back  against  the  curbstone  and  fell 
weakly  across  the  sewer  grating.  Man! 
This  constant  burning  up  my  lungs  just 
to  be  casual  has  got  to  go!  It  may  be 
fine  for  Joe  Friday  and  his  boys,  but 
for  me  Ball  Peen,  famed  Private  Sham- 
us,  it  just  didn’t  go.  I’m  not  a well 
man.  In  case  you  don't  happen  to 
know  it,  I was  an  extremely  delicate 
child. 

I lay  on  the  grating  for  a while 
fighting  to  regain  my  former  vim  and 
vigour.  I struggled  up  to  a sitting 
position  against  the  curb  and  looked 
out  upon  the  city.  I could  feel  strength 
flowing  back  into  me  as  I saw  this 
great  city  lying  there  like  a sleeping 
woman.  I thought  about  sleeping 
women  for  a while  and  felt  better. 
Thinking  about  sleeping  women  al- 
ways makes  me  feel  better. 

Finally,  I got  to  my  feet  and  started 
to  walk.  I wandered  aimlessly  for 
some  time,  not  really  caring  where  I 
was  going  when  suddenly  a figure 
leapt  out  of  the  shadows  with  a blood- 
curdling scream  and  fell  in  a broken 
heap  to  the  pavement.  He  lay  there 
in  a pool  of  blood,  twitching  every 
then  and  now. 

In  a flash,  all  became  sharp  and 
lucid  to  me.  I knew  what  was  wrong. 
That  character  up  ahead  was  very 
dead ! 

Now  I knew  that  I could  no  longer 
wander  free  and  happily.  No  longer 
could  my  feet  direct  me  wherever  they 
pleased.  My  course  lay  clear  and  open 
before  me.  I had  now  become  a man 
with  a purpose  and  direction.  I had 
a duty  to  do,  not  only  to  myself  but 
to  my  city.  I could  not  resist  such  a 
call. 

All  these  thoughts  passed  through 
my  teeming  brain  in  a single  moment. 
I did  not  take  a second  to  decide,  but 
knew  immediately  what  it  was  that  I 


'Gee,  Eloise  . . . you  fascinate  me! 


I” 
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must  now  do.  I knew  where  I,  Ball 
Peen,  Private  Shamus  for  any  occasion 
— Wakes,  Bar  Mitvahs,  Sorority  meet- 
ings, Rush  smokers,  etc.,  willing  to  sell 
or  barter — yes,  I knew  where  I had 
to  go! 

1 was  going  home!  Nothing  could 
possibly  be  clearer.  If  people  were 
going  to  jump  around  the  streets  get- 
ting killed  and  messing  up  the  side- 
walk, well,  I just  didn’t  want  to  be 
around.  If  there  is  anything  that  dis- 
turbs me  more  than  messy  streets, 
then  I don’t  know  what  it  is ! My 
duty  was  before  me,  and  I wasn’t  go- 
ing to  shirk  it.  I’d  report  this  to  the 
Department  of  Sanitation  first  thing 
in  the  morning. 

But  in  the  meantime,  I had  to  do 
other  things.  Ball  Peen,  I said  to  my- 
self, you’ve  got  to  discover  the  perpe- 
trator of  this  dastardly  deed,  you’ve 
got  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  this  hor- 
rible crime,  you’ve  got  to  get  out  of 
here ! 

I then  stepped  quickly  back  into 
the  shadows  and  with  firm  and  loving 
hands,  drew  from  my  pocket  the  one 
thing  upon  which  I was  sure  I could 
depend.  It  glittered  with  a metallic 
coldness  in  the  half-light  of  the  shad- 
ows. I gripped  it  firmly  in  my  hand, 
and  then,  taking  a deep  breath,  put 
the  whistle  to  my  lips  and  blew  as 
hard  as  I could.  Just  then,  I felt  a 
sudden  sharp  pain  streak  across  my 
chest.  I became  light-headed  and 
faint.  This  whistle  blowing  bit  was 
too  damn  exhausting.  After  all,  you 
must  remember  that  I wasn’t  a well 
child.  1 used  to  take  Serutan  when 
I was  only  eleven  years  old. 

At  any  rate,  the  whistle  sounded 
shrilly  and  harshly  through  the  night. 
It  was  a strange  and  horrible  sound 
that  could  cut  you  in  two,  and  make 
your  flesh  creep.  It  was  almost  as  bad 
as  the  Captain  of  the  Cheerleader’s 
voice.  The  sound  echoed  and  reverber- 
ated and  echoed  again  down  the  de- 
serted streets  of  the  city,  lying  there 
like  a sleeping  woman.  I began  to 
think  about  sleeping  women  again 
but  suddenly  there  appeared  before  me 
a rather  scantily  clad  wench.  She 
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weaved  her  way  towards  me  and  then 
curling  her  arms  around  my  neck 
breathed  these  words  into  my  ear, 
"You  whistle?" 

I didn't  answer  her  immediately  for 
there  was  something  about  this  girl 
that  seemed  to  be  suspicious.  No,  it 
wasn’t  the  fact  that  she  was  running 
around  the  streets  dressed  in  a pearl 
choker,  or  that  she  was  carrying  a 
rather  large  sickle  in  her  hand — all 
this  seemed  a little  irregular,  I ad- 
mit, but  not  too  suspicious.  What  was 
it  that  disturbed  me  about  this  girl, 
I wondered,  as  she  carried  me  in  her 
arms  up  the  stairs  of  an  apartment 
house.  Oh  well,  I thought,  I don’t 
think  there  can  be  any  trouble — she 
seems  friendly  enough. 

At  last  we  semed  to  have  reached 
our  destination,  for  she  suddenly 
dropped  me  to  the  floor  in  front  of  one 
of  the  apartments.  We  quaintly  en- 
tered by  crawling  through  the  tran- 
som, and  immediately  made  ourselves 
at  home. 

I sat  back  in  an  easy  chair  admir- 
ing the  exotic  collection  of  lampshades 
that  dotted  here  and  there  about  the 
room.  Some  of  them  were  a little  un- 
usual, especially  those  that  had  a 
little  heart  and  the  word  "mother”  on 
them.  However,  I digress. 

She  came  over  to  me,  sat  on  my 
lap,  and  asked  me  if  there  was  any- 
thing that  I would  like  to  have.  I 
casually  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and 
then  quickly  seizing  the  right  moment 
as  she  bent  over  me  to  caress  my  ear 
lobe  (which  I must  admit  in  all  due 
modesty,  is  really  a miracle  of  loveli- 
ness) sprang  to  my  feet  and  accused 
her  of  the  dastardly  murder  of  that 
young  fellow  on  the  street. 

Immediately  I knew  that  I had 
made  the  correct  deductions  for  no 
sooner  did  I pronounce  these  words, 
then  she  seized  a gun  and  quietly 
shot  me  through  the  navel. 

"How  could  you  do  it?"  I gasped 
sinking  slowly  to  the  floor. 

"It  was  easy,”  she  replied  happily, 
"I  couldn't  stand  you  looking  at  me 
whenever  I was  asleep.” 
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Indian  . . . 

( continued  from  page  1 ) 
lunches,  and  hold  family  picnics  at 
the  scene  of  the  wreck.  Indians  are 
noted  for  their  fun-loving  nature. 

Naturally,  the  settlers  also  had  some 
fun  playing  with  the  trains.  Take  the 
plastered  engineer  who  ran  down  five 
Indians  after  playfully  chasing  them 
for  a mile  or  so — all  the  while  laugh- 
ing and  pulling  the  whistle  hysterically. 
That  was  really  funny.  He  was  ac- 
quitted by  a clever  lawyer  who  claimed 
that  the  fatalities  were  really  Fifth 
Amendment  Indians.  He  was  roundly 
cheered. 

It  was  inevitable  that  war  had  to 
come,  and  it  did.  The  Brass  in  Wash- 
ington decided  that  too  many  tax- 
payers were  complaining,  so  they  de- 
cided to  send  someone  to  subdue  the 
Indians.  Some  guy  by  the  name  of 
Custer  was  behind  in  his  dues  to  the 
Officers  Club  at  the  time,  so  it  was 
unanimously  decided  that  he  should 
go.  So  ...  he  went. 

Thus,  it  was  on  a fine  June  day 
that  General  Custer  along  with  264 
men  and  260  horses  (it  was  so  nice 
that  four  decided  to  walk)  set  out 
to  meet  Sitting  Bull  at  Little  Big  Horn 
And  meet  them  he  did.  It  was  there 
that  Custer  uttered  the  epigram  that 
has  rung  through  history:  "I  NEVER 
SAW  SO  GODDAM  MANY  IN- 
DIANS!” 

After  this  pleasant  little  interlude, 
the  Indians  got  tired  of  the  whole 
little  game  and  went  back  to  their 
little  reservations  to  live  in  peace. 

In  the  meantime,  we  civilized  people 
continued  on  fighting  other  civilized 
people.  There  must  be  a moral  here, 
but  at  the  moment  it  escapes  me. 

— by  Ed  McManus 


The  scene  was  at  Goessmann. 

First  Freshman  Girl:  "Gee,  aren't 
those  Atom  Bombs  the  most  awful 
things  you  ever  heard  of? 

Second  Freshman  Girl:  "Oh,  I 
don’t  know  about  that.  Gosh,  they’ve 
dropped  over  40  of  them  on  Nevada 
and  they  haven’t  surrendered  yet.” 
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Adjusting  to  marriage  sometimes 
poses  problems.  We  met  a good  friend 
of  ours  recently,  brooding  over  a 
drink  in  a local  bar. 

"What's  the  trouble?’’  we  asked. 

I should  think  you’d  be  the  happiest 
man  in  the  world  today.” 

He  shook  his  head  sadly. 

"What  creatures  of  habit  we  are,” 
he  said.  'This  morning  when  I got 
up  half  asleep,  I pulled  out  a five 
dollar  bill  and  left  it  on  the  pillow 
without  thinking.” 

We  tried  to  console  him — told  him 
his  wife  wouldn’t  think  anything  of  it. 
"You  don’t  understand,”  he  said. 
"Half  asleep,  without  thinking,  she 
gave  me  three  dollars  change.” 

jj:  Hs 

The  other  day  we  met  a man  who 
had  reached  the  depths  of  disillusion- 
ment. He  had  spent  a thousand  dol- 
lars on  a permanent  cure  for  halitosis, 
and  then  found  out  that  nobody  liked 
him  anyway. 


9*t  the  SUujfljle 

A frantic  mother  rushed  into  a 
doctor's  office,  dragging  a four-year- 
old  boy  by  the  hand.  "Doctor,”  she 
asked  wildly,  "is  this  child  capable  of 
performing  a prefrontal  lobotomy?” 
"Of  course  not,  my  dear  woman,” 
the  good  Doctor  replied.  "Don't  be 
absurd." 

"See,”  screamed  the  mother.  "Now 
you  march  right  out  of  here  and  put 
it  back!” 

❖ * * 

"That’s  a nice  suit  you’ve  got  there, 
Joe.  How  much  was  it?” 

"A  hundred  and  ten  dollars.” 
"Isn’t  that  kind  of  expensive?” 
"Oh,  I don’t  know.  I got  fifteen 
pairs  of  pants  with  it.” 


An  aging  farmer  who  had  little 
patience  with  prankish  children  fin- 
ally succumbed  to  the  wiles  of  his 
young  and  attractive  housekeeper,  the 
mother  of  a seven  year  old  brat.  Soon 
after  the  marriage,  she  took  off  for 
the  big  city  to  do  some  shopping. 
Upon  her  return  some  days  later  she 
asked  her  son  how  he  had  gotten 
along  with  his  new  father. 

"Just  fine,”  exclaimed  the  boy,  "Ev- 
ery morning  he  took  me  out  in  the 
lake  in  a row  boat  and  let  me  swim 
back.” 

"Heavens — isn't  that  a long  dis- 
tance for  you  to  swim  back?”  his 
mother  gasped. 

"Oh,  I made  it  all  right,”  said  the 
boy.  "Only  trouble  I had  was  getting 
out  of  the  bag.” 

* * * 

"I  broke  my  kid  of  biting  his 
nails." 

"Yeah,  how?” 

"Kicked  his  teeth  out.” 
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WINSTON 

tastes  good  — like  a cigarette  should! 


■ College  smokers  know  why 
Winston  changed  America’s 
mind  about  filter  smoking! 

This  filter  cigarette  gives  you 
real  tobacco  flavor  — the  full, 
rich  flavor  real  smokers  want. 
And  Winston’s  finer  filter  works 
so  effectively  that  the  flavor 
really  gets  through  to  you. 

Try  a pack  of  easy-drawing 
Winstons.  See  for  yourself  why 
so  many  college  men  and 
women  are  getting  together  on 
this  cigarette.  Winston  tastes 
good  — like  a cigarette  should ! 


AND  DRAW 
SO  EASY' 


THEY  TASTE 
SO  GOOD! 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


$4SY-  DRAWING/ 


WINSTON 

is  fun  to  smoke! 

Easy-drawing,  smooth- 
smoking, good-tasting— that’s 
Winston!  And  that’s  what  it 
takes  to  get  all  the  fun 
of  smoking. 


WINSTON  ikt  £06Cf-dm^i^Cj  cicjandtt! 


